THE  HALCYON  IN  CANADA

I imagine that this section is the garden of Quebec,
Beyond it rose the mountains. Our eyes looked
wistfully toward them, for we had decided to pene-
trate the Canadian woods in that direction.

One hundred and twenty-five miles from Quebec
as the loon flies, almost due north over unbroken
spruce forests, lies Lake St. John, the cradle of the
terrible Saguenay. On the map it looks like a great
cuttlefish with its numerous arms and tentacula
reaching out in all directions into the wilds. 'It is a
large oval body of water thirty miles in its greatest
diameter. The season here, owing to a sharp north-
ern sweep of the isothermal lines, is two or three
weeks earlier than at Quebec. The soil is warm
and fertile, and there is a thrifty growing settlement
here with valuable agricultural produce, but no
market nearer than Quebec, two hundred and fifty
miles distant by water, with a hard, tedious land
journey besides. In winter the settlement can have
little or no communication with the outside world.

To relieve this isolated colony and encourage fur-
ther development of the St. John region, the Cana-
dian government is building * a wagon-road through
the wilderness from Quebec directly to the lake, thus
economizing half the distance, as the road when
completed will form with the old route, the Sague-
iftay and St. Lawrence, one side of an equilateral
triangle. A railroad was projected a few years
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